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Erin Mackenzie
Click Click Boom
Click
Click
CLICK
You mash hard on the up arrow key of your laptop in order to make your dinosaur avatar jump
over a patch of pixelated trees.
Click. Click.
Around you, the airport buzzes. The voices of hundreds of people rushing around join together
like wailing cicadas, distant, but constant.
Click. Click.
“I got you something.”
You turn instinctively at the familiar voice, looking your friend in the eyes before your gaze
drops to the plastic container he’s holding out to you, a sandwich with little bits of meat and
lettuce hanging out. You wonder why he bothered. You’re not even hungry.
You think about taking it anyway. He got one for himself as well, so he intentionally bought this
for you. It probably cost him a lot. But you just can’t.
You turn back to your game, your hand is still on the keys, itching to push. But you were
distracted for too long, gray blocky letters stand out over the screen: GAME OVER.
A sigh. Not your own.
You want to sigh too, but you don’t think there’s any breath left in you. He pulls out the chair
next to you at the table. Sets both the sandwiches down and sits.
“What are you playing?”
You don’t know why he asked, it’s still open on the screen. You reach up and gently close your
laptop shut. The game is over anyway, there’s no point in wasting battery.
You can tell he’s still looking at you, partially waiting for an answer, still hopeful that you’ll give
him one, but you don’t know what to tell him.
Another sigh.
He pushes one of the sandwiches, still in its plastic prison, closer to you. You look down at it, see
the label: Beef and Cheddar on Ciabatta bread. It’s your favorite. You can recall a time when
your mother stuck a cleanly manicured hand into the paper and plastic of a grocery store deli bag
and pulled out a slice of meat, and then cheese and layered a sandwich carefully, putting it in a
Ziplock bag, and then into your Star Wars lunchbox. She handed it to you with a smile. Her blue
eyes twinkled as she – or were they green? Probably blue but- You’ve forgotten. How could you
have forgotten so soon?
Through all this, your friend is still there, sitting at the little circle table in the middle of the food
court at the airport, waiting for the flight to start boarding.
You scoot your chair closer to his, the metal legs screeching against the hard floor. He looks up,
smiles, small but tender. You don’t smile back, but kick your leg out a little to the side, so your
thigh is resting firmly against his.

